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an introduction 


With the publication of FRAM, Ronald Bayes brings to Completion the UMAPINE 
TETRALOGY, his major work-in-progress since 1963. A big work, it invites compari- 
son with other extended poems of the age. It shares a debt to the tradition with 
such works as Pound's CANTOS and Olson’s MAXIMUS POEMS. Like Bunting’s 
BRIGGFLATTS, it is carefully aimed at the auditory nerves, Occasionally, it is pecu- 
liarly modern American; at times, almost resembling Dorn’s GUNSLINGER, But in 
the end, it is like none of these, for Bayes is unique. 

To begin with, the poems in the tetralogy explore the archaeology of the 
mind. Bayes patiently digs and sifts among fragments—a snatch of conversation, 
an epithet snarled in the wind, a newspaper clipping, a post card, These curious 
shards appear next to one another and we are left to fill in the gaps. The poems 
do not lend themselves to easy explanation. They have the brittle beauty of the 
fragment. They speak not of wholeness, but of discretion; i.e., the meaning lies in 
the juxtaposition, the continuing discreteness of the pieces. 

The very title FRAM is a mysterious fragment. Is it the name of the oil filter? Or 
a foreign word? Or is it the word frame missing the last letter? Or is it an ana- 
gram? Farm perhaps? Or is it simply there for the sound? For Bayes is skilled at 
twisting words to make them come alive again, to make them sound new. FRAM, 
like the other books of the tetralogy, abounds in puns. 

These poems appeal to the ear and mind. They also sharpen the eye, for Bayes 
is a master of the image. Like Pound, his poetry is not easily memorized, (Mrs. 
Pound complained to the New York Times shortly before Pound's death that they 
were beseiged by young admirers of the poet, none of whom she would admit to 
the apartment until they recited at least one line of Pound’s poetry. Few could.) 
But, like Pound, his poetry is full of memorable images. What oft was seen, but 
ne'er so well impressed....... 

The poet is no longer the thinker who speaks, he is now the seer who impresses 
his vision on the imagination of the reader or hearer, The ability to craft such re- 
markable images is a rare one. One thinks of the metaphor of the cut gem reflect- 
ing light in KING OF AUGUST, a continually appropriate metaphor for the poetry 
of Ronald Bayes. 

It is his sense of image which makes Bayes so modern. Although he would prob- 
ably be loathe to admit it, he bears an affinity with Robert Rauschenberg in his 
juxtaposition of the familiar with the exotic, the sublime with the vulgar. Unlike 
Rauschenberg, however, his images cut us deeply; they remind us of the violence 
of human life, the scarring pain of human love. 

FRAM is a tough, honest and rare work. It is a brilliant end to the tetralogy, 
but it stands on its own—a miracle of rare device. 


F, Whitney Jones 
Winston-Salem, N.C, 
25 October 1977 


FRAM 


(Book IV of the Umapine Tetralogy) 


to Yozo Shibuya 


Contending between people to determine who can fit the place 
is not the same as contending to learn who can make the place fit, 


—Jack Wilkinson 


Book | 
ELECTIONS 


to 
Yvonne Mason 


Each particle is a microcosm and faithfully renders the likeness 
ofthe world. © —Emerson 


rs 


PASSUS | 


Riddled, 

Weare all changed 

& our loves changed foo, 
but we are not. 


Kilter, 

coulfer, 

plough & furrow. 
[riddle you so. 


PASSUS I! 


“Look up 

Look down 

Look all around 
What do you see?” 


THE HORSE LATITUDES 
OF THE EMOTIONS. 


PASSUS IIl 


MISTAH 

(THE WORDS CAME, BLACK ON BROWN) 
| DIG THISYER LOVE 

THO YEW BE WHAAAT 

YOU SCREW THE RED HEART: 

MEAN I LOVE YEW 

YEW WHAAAT BASTARD HOUN’ 


deeoek 


Mumuring bits of... 


PASSUS IV 


INDIAN SONG 

HONG KONG 

Idyl: 

Princess Yawning -gap 

Lord Smahl-pucker & their frinz.... 
(Manuscreed breakum off here). 


“The Wax Roll”: Burk liked that title for our autobiogs, 

for our gravestones. . Raised in Taiwan. Understood Okinawa, 
Japan AND driven Back on the ruck of commerce. Make Bread, go 
home where you can. True in every time, country don't matter. 

The story of the Century's best & the 

worst hang on (commerce, military, ARMS). 

East is not best, but there are places, Places that bring 

out the best in a man, a woman (as his lovely wife). 


And the worst. 


Hawkins, Hawkins, hawkinz 
you write me of the birds over the Greek Islands 
after the train through Russia! & J & C, their backs broken 
by bitches—then try trying defying it—the healing Orient. 
As the Japanese wife (Tokyo), the Occidental wife (met in Kyoto). 
Something beyond the Indian Song Bar Variety vulgarity 
favored by the established as prejudicial 
write-off, | mean 
what’s a weekend, that sort of stuff. 


Obscene color write-offs that will drive us to 

World War Ill, carefully restricted by the arms 
boys so that there will (they presume) be a WW-IV 
in time to keep their combines threshing 

our bones, 


The bones of entire peoples kept in pig-ignorance and/or greed 
the accepted State playing religion like a fiddle, as always. 


It reasserts itself this time (25 June 75) 

that CAMBODIA ELECTED SIHANOUK. 

And the Dominican Republic ELECTED Juan Bosch. 
And don't you ever forget it! 


PASSUS V 


The death of all dreams we have seen 
waking or sleeping 
in this time we— The Enemy. 


elokobiokiae 


So the baby had this brain tumor, big as its 
regular head. 

“So what?” 

The pity of it. 

“it lived?" 

It lived, 


(MANIFEST! SPIRIT OF OUR TIME!) 


Se 


What a tangled warp we rive 
once we determine to survive. 


seeokees 


2 WAY PIGEON RACE 
TERMED FAILURE 


Taipei: The Nationalist Chinese Pigeon 
Association Friday proclaimed the Taipei- 
Hiroshima pigeon race a total failure. 

The race involved 99 Japanese homing 
pigeons released at Taipei May 30 and 361 
Taipei pigeons released simultaneously 
at Hiroshima, 920 miles distant, 

As of noon Friday, the association 
said, none of the pigeons had returned 
to its roost. 

The association blamed bad weather 
in the past two weeks for this, 


Slog 


AIR POLLUTION MONITOR CAR 
EXPLODES IN OSAKA 


seseokdeek 


YULE GOBBLER 
TO COST MORE 


Seieeloleekiek 


Onion rings. 
Euripides. 
Et 3 Brutus, 


PASSUS VI 


(1) "... The private secretary made bold to ask him outright: 

‘Then, Mr. Weed, do you think that no politician can be trusted?’ 

Mr. Weed hesitated for a moment; then he said in his mild manner: 
‘never advise a young man to begin by thinking so,’ ""—Henry Adams 


(2) And one said: ‘The fickleness of the woman I love is equalled 
only by the infernal constancy of the women who love me’: it is said, 


(3) An Oxford lecturer: "Too many irresponsible young women, 
eager for muse-ship, go in search of poetic recognition. Unless they 
have the integrity, the ruthlessness, and the certified characteristics 
of a real muse, they will get entangled with psuedo-poets. The 
outcome is always sad, often sordid. Cunning psuedo-poets ruthlessly 
exploit a psuedo-muse’s innocent ambitions. The ancient triad is as 
true today as ever it was: "It is death to mock a poet, / Death to 

bea poet, / Death to love a poet.” 


(4) James Dean, when asked by a hostile reporter if he liked boys: 
"I see no reason to discriminate against an entire sex.” 


(5) Earl Rochester (pseud.) ina "New Years Parting”: 


Last Christmas morn, 

when Christ was born, 

And three sage men brought 
gifts from us; 

We lay forlorn 

Our virtues torn, 

And contemplated 
syphilis. 


(1) APSEUDONYMOUS "EARL ROCHESTER” in a humanist mimeo handout: 
The thurgeon thtitched, 
My father bitched, 
My mother thaid Hail Mary. 


O POINT THE RAVENS IN THE RIGHT DIRECTION! 


PASSUS VII 


Hong-ovah, | focus a little 

& there he stands offering me 

a fruit cocktail ina phoney stained glass window. 
Says "desserts,” 

Oh my God! 6 am. At6a.m.! 


Still half ploughed. 
Stained glass 
panes, 


Like I sd, so he comes in 

"w / youthful vigor" & he says 
he is finishing 200,000 flying 
miles tomorrow and wdhnt today 
be a great day for a picnic & 
really get smashed. 


Hands mea 
news~ 
paper 


(Stars et Stripes). 
Reads over my shoulder 
“Finish your breakfast.” 
Finish my breakfast! 


"Veh." 
Throbola!!! Makes something seem happy. 


Anyway. I don't understand it. 
(Me!) 


PASSUS VIil 


A German lesson came: 
darlin’ Jill—she say it so well: 
Penis (Pen/is) 

Venus (Ven/us) 


"Us-is being the denominator.” 


Noah Web-steer 
Though shdst be heer. 


& it took Doc Williams 
years 


& he cd laugh about it 


& mean if. 


PASSUS IX 


“Daddy” 
Sd that very same Heather Alane 5 years old 
(measured out the Turtle in leetle ounces} 
over the Sunday paper wha? 4 years later? 
"DADDY... It’s only momentary you're a 
giant, 

but how long 

will you be a fairy?” 


2 


Creeley Gavotte 

Most 

O most wonderful of women 
Most wonderful of women! 
My depth of hope! 

My depth of silly love. 

| invoke Love to dare 

all disaster-—and heart 

I give, have silently given 
these years, 

I give as you have given 
the only substance — air 
in which we are— 

and go on. 

Go on around, 

go on into, still and silly 
Learning 

go on, 


*(Silly evolves from the Old High German “Blessed of 
God," | am told by Irving J. Lee.) 


PASSUS X 


1. 


Ten at night: 
“The bundle heart," he said. 
Was he asleep? 


2. 


“When the hats come down,” he said. 
Was! awake? 
lt was 4 a.m. when I could see the watch. 


PASSUS XI 


Wild one tucked into my arm, 
I know who wins, 
I know who wins 


This dance-athon, 
this bullfight. 
King and prince must die. 


Hurlrock, 
We, Cuchulain and | am 
close together in 


Youth, age, in the arena. 
Love | 
knowledge you. 


PASSUS XII 


Ad: 
“Having trouble keeping dates?” 


FREE 
candy party 
all day today, 


READY TO 
RETIRE? 


“Asked if Gov. Spiro T. Agnew 
of Maryland, the Republican 
Vice Presidential candidate was 
hurting Mr. Nixon the Senator 
(Goodell) replied: "I don't 
know...” circa 1968, 


L'ASSISTANCE PUR VOUS 

"Need a good sitter? Call Faculfé de Médecine, 
ODEon 25-44, or Service Social de I'Institut 
Catholique, LIT tré 31-70. Need a little help 
ciround the house? Call Maisons des Basques 
4 Paris, BAGatelle 98-87, or Accueil Familial 
des Juene Etrangers, BABylone 50-34, Need 
a repairman? Call $.0.S. Tous Travaux, 
POR? Royal 99-99 any time night or day. 
Need a new set of keys? Call Cles Service, 
PiGalle 25-29, Need a few errands run? 
Call Courses Service, TRInité 43-30, 

They'll send up a nice messenger boy.” 


Now I think on it, Sir, | am not ready to retire, 
he sd. 

BELTED HIGH? 

i don’t want to 

get bald do you, 

Princess Luciana Pignatelli? 
O well-mannered boof. 


Biafra relief. 


Radio Free Europe. Hungary. & they still ask 
public donations. 


Elder Solomon Lightfoot Michaux died, October 22, 
1968 —whose broadcasts, thanks, penetrated 
Walla Walla Washington with a litile joy. 


FREE 
candy party 
all day today, 


June 8, in my room. 


PASSUS XIll 


In Iceland: 


“DIMMABORG 

(The city of the Dead)...” 

he sd six years ago 

when his gut was killing him. 
Now, variations. 

(the kids are bigger—cutting 
different outs), 


BUT 

l remembered and 

I was scared there, even after Dafyd 
rejected my fear and shared his 

Rushki wod-ka (half a pint each) 
half of all of it. 

(2 of us & the two gulls were there.) 


HOME 
late & tired — & itis so still & 
still light @ 3 a.m. 
& lam leaving next day 
I think 
think of the years and long light and 
the end of light. 


NOW WHAT ABOUTIT, 
Now—what about It. 
about This: Time. Timin. 
Aura. That Past Hour 
Hours past that. Not put down (recorded) 
but in perspective of Man's Spirit. 
Hour. We are held w/in it. 


The MIST. 

What happens in it. 

’ Trolls? 

Angels? 

Animals humping? 

All of the above. 

All of the deepest below. 


Ice- 

land, 
Carolina, 
Oregon 
Urbs, 
Suburbs, 
Tokyo, 


PASSUS XIV 


“AIl of the shit at the foot of Fuji," | said, 


“Yes,” you said, 


“Never again,” we said, 


What you gotta wade through to 
get to God. 


PASSUS XV 


If you remember your Muniz, 

King Harold of the Saxons 

had the motto GOD ALMIGHTY! HOLY CHRIST! 
and he bled to death of the arrow in his eye 

Oh the dust in the breath. 

And the constant sheen of death. 


2 ELDERLY MEN 

PERISH. CHILOQUIN. 

Two elderly men, Johnny Cole, 81, and Kenneth Moore, about 70, 
were found dead Wednesday, apparent victims of exposure. 
They were residents of Klamath agency on the former Indian 
reservation. According to state police who invest- 
igated, the men had gone fo the Big Marsh area Tuesday night 
to watch the evening flight 

of waterfowl. Their station wagon had become mired ona 
dirt road about five miles from US 97.... Joe 

Bettles, and Charles Knight found the bodies. 


ONCE-NOTED 

CLOWN KILLS 

GIRL FRIEND 

RIVER VALE, NJ 

An aging clown who once 

played before a generation of Americans, 
royalty and a President, 

Hacked his girl friend to death Monday 

when she spurned him because he was too old. 


An apple a peach anna pomma granite. 
Unnatural lust. 


CRIPPLED 

BOY STABS 

GIRL ON STREET (Nagoya)—A 19-year-old 
polio-crippled boy turned himself over to police 
after killing an office girl with a knife “to let 

off steam” on the street in Minami Ward of this 

city late Wednesday night. A cruising taxi 
driver witnessed a youth stabbing a woman on the 
sidewalk of a thoroughfare in Yajiecho and carried 
her fo a nearby hospital. ... The suspect had 
been irritated since the morning and stole a knife 
from a store intending to stab anyone, he told 
police. The boy, firstborn of a family of five, 
contracted polio as an infant and was in an iso- 
lated class during his jr. high school days. .. 

He had been working for a vinyl processing fac- 
tory here after his graduation but quit the job 

last June after being teased over his physical 
handicap by his colleagues. 


God is real god is guud & we thank him for this fuud. 


PASSUS XVI 


As, 
when you don't know the difference 
between a prayer & a profanity, 


When you can’t fell 
the difference between a prayer 
& a profanity 


You 
are close; 
you are very close. 


Book Il 
TRIBUNALS 


to 
Jackson H. Morton 


"You think my gait 'spasmodic’—I am in danger—Sir— 
You think me ‘uncontrolled’—I have no tribunal.” 


—Emily Dickinson 
(letter to T. W. Higgenson) 


PASSUS | 


My love, who ever you were, 
not stir. 


Be sure 
we are in air 


Precisely there, 


PASSUS Il 


No more apologies, 


Now the martialing 
is relative, 


PASSUS Ill 


& if Dayan-patch-eye 
is a hero 
for leading successful aggression against 
Egypt 
(having diddled the UN Peace Keeping Force earlier 

) isa HE-RO 

risking, tho the odds somewhat agin it 

WORLD WAR Ill, 
we can be forgiven being taken in by 
JOHN FOSTER DULLEST & the Aswan Goof 


& 
the kid in the gradeschool lavatory (circa 1939) 
can be forgiven several times over sayin’ he hoped 
Hitler wd defeat Checkoslovakia because he had a 
nifty moustache. 


Liza Grapemen 

She remin’ Us 

We kin make Our lives 
SU-BLIME, 


Andy Parting 
leave behind Us 
FOOTPRINTZ ON THE SANDS OF TIME. 


PASSUS IV 


HOW FIRM AFFIRMATION YE SAINTS OF 19— 


OR 
HOW TO BUILD HIGHWAYS, STOP POLLUTION, 
RECONSTRUCT GHETTOS, CURB MALIGNANT MONOPOLIES, 
INCREASE INTERPERSONAL RESPECT & HONESTY & 
FOSTER LEARNING 

O MY PANTHER 

O MY YIPPIE Y1 O KAY#A, HEEEEE 

HEEEEE 


PASSUS V 


As Fuller says, 
EVERYONE CAN HAVE MORE W/O ANYONE 
HAVING LESS: 


Conscience 

w/ Science 

our hope 

& the world’s: 

w/ Cathol I City 


(((Reasoned 
re-son’d 
raise son 
rear sons 
properly 
Resurrection! 


There are not so many divisions, after all. 

The haters and profiteers can be recognized 
and the people, shown, will not root them 

out but will smother them and get on with 

it. It being the City of Man—the Glory of Man— 
which is the City of God, the Glory of God — 
the New Jerusalem. 


PASSUS VI 


Kilter 
coulter 
plough & furrough, 


Goodbye, | 
love, You 
Still, 


PASSUS VII 


“Read about a plan to send Marianne Moore 
to the moon.” 


THE BIOLOGICAL TIMEBOMB 


“National Review is my kind of 
magazine, It may even be yours...” 
—Bill Buckley 


A BOLD TONGUE, AN ARROGANT BOW ... 
OF CHIC TO RINALDI'S FRESHEST PUMP... 
SUPPLE KID WITH TRIM OF SILK, 
said 
“The Arthur M. Rosenberg Co. 
announces the opening 
of its New York shop— 
in order to sell more suits.” 


The son whose (Ray's) art tall 
ablaze wif heavy blasted glooreees 


eee 


“There's always a chance,” he whimpered. 
"You'll have to watch yourself,” 
John whimpered. 
“T'll watch," he whimpered. 
("The Four-Day Blow") 
HIS BEAST IS SMOKING, SHE CRIED. 


Edward-of-Marlowe: "I'll bandy with the barons & the 
earls, / And either die or live with Gaveston.” 


Voice-from-Radio: “His father is the Epidemic Dean 
of Carthage.” 


Voice-from-Television: "Flee, all is lost.” 


Berk: “Whither you will; all places are alike, / And 
every earth is fit for burial.” 


"& Coacervavi omne quod inveni,” sd Davy Jones 
“| have made a heap of all that | could find.” 


Adio. Take this pure /that | have guv thee: 
Let the Vulgar admire trash. 


PASSUS VIII 


“My onion rings 
are about the size 
of your oysters,” mused Schaumburg 


Who later maximized: 
"One's whores shd be between 18 & 24; 
one’s lovers w/in 10 years of oneself.” 


One can refute such 
(a) measurables (b) obviosities, 
Does your deodorant still burn? 


“ ‘Always give a chap 
a leg up,’ she says 
She does, it pays.” 


PASSUS IX 


1. 


Ahair leg & a 
broken lip 


& where the hell 
are you? 


... Your tongue 
slick as a serpent's. 


2. 


I can see the rays 
but I can't see 


the light 
at all. 


3. 


A lofty loafer— 

a loft he loof her! 
the left he crook er, 
a-loft he took her. 


Be right, 

or lift, 

“Hefty,” sd she, 

Smolin’ a smile krook-hedly. 
"Soaked, socked 


reamed ina small rheum, 
Lo, Marlowe, thy ghosty’s in me,” cried she. 
(She hada Ph.D.) 


A, 


Seized her salad. 


PASSUS X 


Squeeze off 

a burst 

of six: 
RAT-A-TAT-TAT 
RAT-A-TAT-TAT 
RAT-A-TAT-TAT-TAT 

(or so). 


PASSUS XI 


Fal. "Banish plump Jack & banish all the world.” 
Hal. "I do. | will.” 


S.K. 

Mishima. 

Bergson. 

F.W.N.; My Great Grandfather 
Leon Pierre-Quint, 

P.D, Ouspensky, 

Dickens, 

Mann, 

Kafka, 

Hulme, 

Shaw. 

Malreaux. 

Ibsen. 

Laxness, 

Bergman (Ingmar). 

Fellini. 

Henry Adams, 

Garcia Lorca— 

both Cranes. 

Salvadore Quasimodo, 

Kurt Weil. Lenya 
Cocteau, Piaf 
Sartre, 

Brecht, 

Nijinsky, 

Diagialev, 

Stanislavsky de Gaulle 
Giraudaux, Marlene 
Verlaine. 

Rimbaud. 

J.R. Jiminez, 

W.C. Williams, 

Charles Churchill, 

John Claire, 

Symons, 

Johnson, 

Dowson, 

Aubrey Beardsley, 

AE., 

Sidney Keyes, 

EP., 

TSE, Kawabata, 

Genet, & 

Colette, who sd her mother sd, 
"We possess by abstaining & 
only by abstaining.” (Sido.) 


PASSUS Xil 


Charles, 
looking in: 
)smiles. | towards awake 
trying to 
figger 
where) 


“see that 

morning 
caught 

you here.” 


Book III 
ZOCALO 


to 
Fred J. Parrott 


Without. . assent beauty itself must be tyranny; but with that 

grave acceptance there is no government that is not beautiful, 

for love is not only the fulfilling but the beginning of the law. 
—Charles Williams 
(Shadows of Ecstasy) 


Who is in El Presidente Hotel Bar and next 
to Pepi’s or the Bali Hai thinking, 

of the travels we might have taken 
together. 


Who recalls the plane landing 
in Yucatan and 

a plan 

taking (off) so many years. 


Olson died the 
January | was in 
Tokyo. 


lhad known you 
before. 
It is January again. 


Singapore on my mind 
a great deal 
recent days, 


Anthony, my Saint-elect, 
Last touch six years ago this month 
last in touch 


18 months ago: 
"Thinking of you 
when | have the time.” 


Age. 
It’s 


Brando again out of the mists emerging. 


[remember his ex-girl 

(thinking of her when I have the 
time) friend and my many-years 
friend who was living 

w/ Jimmy Dean's former lover 
(thinking of them when | have 
the time). 


"Some mission, Bayes!" 
"Some missionary!!!" 


That odd 

article in that month’s 

Esquire “on turning 40,” 

_ Mailing it with that incoherent note 
to S. from Charlotte. 


| must not fret the time, by God!.... 
as Al said, "36 and holding.” 


“When the days 

dwindle down to a reasonable 
spew,” as | wrote Steve, 

("Spew Directions”, Ez 

snorted to J. in good humored pique). 


& why not?! 

Grandfather to the contrary 
notwithstanding there may well be use 
to chew the tobacco 

& spit out the juice. 

Slap! 


Divination, ne? What di- 
rection? Let’s SEE... 


IV. 

Thinking of you. . .” 

Thinking of Danny's “I'm a very young 
AO," to the nosey waitress and 
Reynolds’ "The decade has not been 
too kind to our 

faces.” 


Then teasing the plastic 
surgeon several weeks ago. 
Saving face, no doubt. 
(Helen Luster is onto it— 

( (Seeing thru...) )) 


Vv. 


Attempting foundations in Vancouver, 
as | am trying to find again here, 
as | was trying to climb in Iceland, 


Now drawn toward jungle through Camboje to 
Habu couniry to Here, 


C.K.'’s and Bakken’s arthritis. 
Jonathan's aversion to such heat 
as is found south of the Carolinas, 


Maunder on the swamps of New Orleans. 
Voodoo. Those who fuck as a profession, 
And semi-pro's as Frost said. 

And cuisine and Haiti, 


How we nearly crashed at Seim 
Reap. (New Orleans fantasy brought 
that back.) It was over the Meekong, | guess. 


Stuck landing gear. Five loops over the 
Meekong. 

“All set about w/ fever trees,” 

That wd have been a good entry in 
“Famous Last Thoughts.” 


And your face. 


Vi. 


“Lazy Leo.” 

Your image stays, Dives 
& after all that paddle 
(rice curry stories?): 
“Are you still writing?” 


As Rigsbee says the bastards 
think of it as a nice enough hobby 
but nothing a grown man shd be 
seriously concerned with—even 
at Hamilton for Christ's sake. 

Of all the academies the one 
you'd think wd take Ezra to 
brain, 


(But to take heart: no safe 
Saint he (n.b.: Shaw’s St, Joan) 
). So score that up A -++ 


Vil. 


Singsong on Sunday. 
Song man. 


Giver of the laws. 

Priest, 

Bush. Outback, Mushroom. 
Memorization. Memory. 
Iceland, Althing, 


If available, 
avail yourself of if! 
Of them, 


(If available I shall avail 
myself of you again 
sometime. 


Vill. 


But now! 
We're off to see 
the stonesnakes of 
another 
hemi- 

sphere. 


IX. 


He is very natty & macho-machismo won't 
allow him smile. un-Mayan 

attitude, He must be from 

Aztex country. 

Maybe needs religious training 

of a rope through his foreskin. 


xX. 


I think perhaps the heat can be coped with if one can only allow 
time. The thing is we push. We find the pace and then violate 
our good sense, thinking having got the formula we can skip it. 
Forget our bodies too much in some such damnfoolishness, No 
follow through. Four month plan cannot be done in four days. 
We know that and violate that. Carry if to what calendar pro- 
portion revelent to whichever. Like yesterday, pushing it too much, 
Jumbled dreams of the night before shd have indicated —sign of 
off scale, half yielding to voices, violent headache and all at 2 
& 4, on schedule like Dr. Pepper. The Dream scene. The young lady 
doctor: 
She: "Come and see us sometime in America.” 
|: "Not even if | had a chauffer driven limo.” 
She: “I am not insecure. You cannot bully me.” 
I; “Nice pie you got there.” 


Pe wegimeeey 


XL. 


Ghosts rising at 

last in this nearly empty place. 
The 2 old ladies leavin’ 

& me alone 

w/ the crystal & the 

organist. 

Enter the soft eyes, 

almost crossed, 

making beauty, beauty, beauty 
A meld of so much past! 


The days swindle down. No, that is 

not altogether true. | did 

meet my Duende in Portland, 

Oregon, August, 1974, Unbelievable. 

As much as Olson's Angel (though we talked ). 
Madness. Entry to. 


Eyes, 

Jan. Asta. Hamad. 

All rush back—& more. The YOU, the 
apotheosis of Henry Adams 


Teruo! good God! what are YOU doing 
in this room, this dream, this... 


WHAT BANDS, WHAT BAND THESE BONDS 
OF PAST? 


Xil. 


Shreds of my weak high schoo! eavesdropped Spanish 
flop, tatter, and here f am. 

On the Zocalo, in the dark 

the grey-green high-sweaty collar 

band pumping away 

WILLIAM TELL, 

then TALES FORM THE VIENNA WOODS 

right out of Graham Greene, right out of. 


"In Zocalo 

did Ronald Bayes 

a Xanthos in the streets 
descry” 


Shortly after, Rafael, heart doctor 

asks me why | don't live in Mexico City. 

He is moving back there next year. 

& | tell him “Cardiologists shd know the answer to that.” 
& of course 

they do. 


XIil. 
Quickly, Tomorrow! 


You cannot be here too quickly— 
though happy be the Shades 

of our past, 

happy the portents of 

hours of delight to come, 


And life is the key to the 
Festival of the Dead. 


And “Replenish, " he said— 
"Replenish candies, earth.” 


XIV. 


Self-sacrifice, | just cannot understand Mother Church being so 
adamantly against birth control, suicide, elected fade of aged, 
and think it must be her playing temporal politics alone. It is, 

after all, hardly a question of hordes over a Haitian cliff for the 
cause of social serendipity. We've lost ultimate delicacy, or 

Ma Church has jerned de mob anywayz. Think: where went de Latin? 


Blood of Mayan 

foreskin ritual 

dance to what was Yet-to-Come 
be prayed for 

from Earth. 

The drops of blood from. 


Blood waters the earth, 
It would and will in such short time 
be yours and mine anyway and without grace. 


And proper sacrifice above the priestly 
whim (or divination) must 

be oneself—elected 

by oneself, 


XV. 


There is oneness 
among the builders. 
Risk binds, 


V. The letter V. 

Toward! The 

Victim must be oneself, 

The double 

Vv 

pronounces "double you.” 
Ww. 

Twice toward the secret way 
into the spirit. 


Self pierced, 

spirit. Questing spirit, two pronged. 
Not a matter of haste but 

a matter of readiness, 


Not a matter of victimizing, 

not a matter of throwaway. 

A matter of foward. 

A matter of affirmative through. 


XVI. 


That skinny 

little stick doll 

boy with eyes 

brown and far out (the Muse way) 
—say 4—his—say—12—year 
(unnoticing) older brother's arm 
around him—(brother glued to Sousa) 
looking up (the little one) 

at the 6 ft.-1 in.—say— 

22 year old, blond gringo 

long bearded smiling one 

in the Zocalo 

at the band concert: 

Just so. 


Just so—Mystery— 
do | have complete 
confidence 

in You, 


(Yucatan, 1973; Pawley's 
Island, S.C., 1974; 
Laurinburg, N.C., 1975) 


Book IV 
REPRISE 


to 
Dan Mizell and Tommy Sperling 


"The moon's set,” she said. "In a day or two it will be Jugoya, 
the full moon, a word used only in autumn.” Then: "Where did 
summer go?—it seemed so short.” 

~—Donald Richie 


THE OTHER VERSES 


Awakening to the rain again, 
to the green garden. 


"Very many of your friends 
are dead,” she said. 


lit. 


Four years. No tears this 
time. We haste without haste. 


IV. 


Where are you today? 
You who will 
lead me old ways at dark, 


V. 


(for Charleen) 


Thousands of miles that 
stem of mountain laurel 
stupidly hidden in a brief- 
case: almost you could 
hear it POP! to life in 
ice-cubes, with one 
aspirin, and fresh air 

a good deal like us. 

2 days in Portland 3 days 
inland Oregon abloom. 


Vi. 


Prince Arima bound branches, 
hoped fo return. 

Never a prince still |hoped, 
binding waka for you, 

four years ago. 

Now if is so. 


Vil 


Now! This saffron 
surpasses all before— 
the lovers of turquoise 
and even lapis lazuli. 


Vill. 


Lady, 12 centuries later 

it comes through wet branches 
on the rain again. Has 

his interest faded? I have 

died in my times now 1,001. 


IX. 


Mishima said: 
"I dare to say 
the world is a rose.” 


Before seppuku 

his last words were 

"I don't think they heard 
me very well.” 


X. 


Phantom Shape, 

My shifé, 

at your pleasure 

not mine shake 

me from my sleep 
whenever you choose 


in tears, in terror, 
in anger, but ever 
in courage. 


(Roppongi, June,1973; 
Atlanta, December, 1978) 
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",.. Play tag with history, with love, with demons, not wrestle. All 
poetry's oblique, a form of tangency, not encounter. Such play identi- 
fies a voice as well, and when one might think of echoes out of Pound or 
Olson, the earthen speech of Williams, or Olson's conundrums, it is Bayes’ 
voice asserts itself, and over the time since | last heard him speak, he 
speaks and breathes, and his hands move. | could say | see his eyes." 
—Howard McCord 

in Human Voice Quarterly 

on Volume | of 

THE UMAPINE TETRALOGY 


“Both thematically and stylistically Bayes takes us back fo the 
Craftsman's Period of American poetry when poetry was WRITTEN and not 
just VOMITED. We're back to the world of W. C. Williams, Pound, Whalen, 
Olson . . . Not like that evanescent stuff that you go through so, so 
easily and when you come back to it it's all in rags." 
—Hugh Fox 

in Writers’ Resources 

on Volume II of 

THE UMAPINE TETRALOGY 


"A curiously ambitious yet recreational work. Clearly grand in structure 
. . » the orderly divisional organization of the single work is accorded 
to individual passus that are rambunctiously recreational in their com- 
position. Bayes is, above all, a poet of process nof product, and each 
passus is an on-going effort of apprehension—verbal, intellectual, and 
typographic... While Bayes is not a very widely known poet, he is o 
sophisticated and hard-working one, and he should find a large audience 
among poetry afficionados and critics," 
—CHOICE 
on Volume III of 
THE UMAPINE TETRALOGY 
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